JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
He told how in Naples a number of families will join in a carriage,
and each have their own emblazoned doors, for fitting on to
the carriage on their day for using it. But the most curious
thing he related was the story of a carriage accident in Rome
(I think) where a lady occupying one of the carriages concerned
absolutely declined to get out, although the wheels were in-
extricably locked. Eventually she was pulled out, and it
appeared that though she was magnificently dressed as far
down as the carriage-rug, below that she wore a ragged old skirt
and a pair of bedroom slippers.
The young Maurice F-----, whose father was in the very middle
of the Boulangist movement, told us how he himself drove the
cab containing the general on a famous occasion and how the
populace insisted on getting on the roof of the cab. And he
gave particulars of the General's liaison with Mme Bonnemain,
and how his father predicted the ruin of the ' cause' from the
moment Madame went into the General's appartement, and how
she telegraphed to him to leave Paris when he certainly ought
to have stayed and how generally she ruined a thing which
might have succeeded. Wise remarks from the company to
the effect that a clever woman in (irregular) love may
make a man's fortune, while a stupid one is certain to ruin
it.
After more snow the frost turned to rain yesterday.
Monday, December jth.
From Casanova 7. 147.
"The artifice which I employed was to recount the thing
simply, and just as it was, without omitting even any circum-
stances which might be hurtful to me. It is a secret which
every man is not able to employ, because the greater part of
the human race is composed of poltroons and to be always
true needs courage. I have* learnt by experience, that truth
is a talisman of which the charm never fails, provided that one
does not squander it on rascals." What a motto for my " Truth
About an Author " 1
I cured my depression yesterday by slaving all day at our
play. I did the sketch of it complete and posted it to Eden
last night. I only went out to eat, and for quite a short
walk of about 20 minutes. To-day I approach the humorous
novel.
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